Love in my soul so deep has fleshed his arrows

with such wide wounds, that, stealing in through

these,
Helen has become my heart and blood, and narrows

my world to mould it to her witcheries*
0 had all hearts in France by love that harrows

this heart been kindled, we had lived at peace,
tior had Montcontour seen the funeral barrows,

nor Dreux, nor Jazeneuf our infantries.
We pray for peace*   Then with thy warrior toy,

Venus, to win it, be gentle with thy Mars,

and clip him close with all of love assuaged
Pity thy Frenchmen, the last sons of Troy,

and grant them to engage those tranquil wars

that in the hills of Ida Anchises waged*
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